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‘Listen, whoever has the time, 
The tale is short: 


The white deer runs, 


His antlers are majestic— 
Visible to all, 


Yet no one can catch him 
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Two brothers lived. And they lived so harmoniously, without 
any worries. They grew up strong, like oak trees by the river. 
Then their father said to them: 

— Tell me truthfully, what craft do you fancy? 

At first, the sons shook their heads, but then they confessed: 


— We fancy being carpenters, and hunting is dearer to us: 
tracking geese, wild ducks, and swans. 


Well, if that's the case, the father gave each a bow and a dog. 
He led his sons beyond the threshold, bidding them farewell 
with kind words. 


The brothers went on, and finally arrived in a dark forest. 
They began to track geese, wild ducks, and swans, shooting 
arrows from their bows. They had truly understood the craft, 
and everything went well: they wandered into sucha 
situation that in the field, at their own will, there was no way 
out. 


.And the bread was running out. They 
decided: no matter how bad, they 
wouldn't lose heart. 


Behold — two deer are running. The 
brothers — with their bows. But the 
deer plead: 


— Don't shoot us. In difficult times, 
we'll be useful. 


Alright then. They continue on. 
Behold — two wolves are running. 
The brothers — with their bows. But 
the wolves plead: 


— Don't shoot us. In difficult times, 
we'll be useful. 


Alright then. They continue on. 
Behold — two hares are running. The 
brothers — with their bows. But the 
hares plead: 


— Don't shoot us. In difficult times, 
we'll be useful. 


So each brother ended up with three 
forest animals.Everything is correct: 
each has a deer, a gray wolf, anda 
hare, not to mention the dogs. 
Everything is so. They go on. They 
reach a crossroads. They argued and 
argued which way to go. And the 
brothers decided to try their luck 
apart here. 


But before each brother stuck a knife 
into the bark of an old oak tree, so 
that they could come back and see: if 
the brother's knife is sharp and good: 
he is happy , if the knife is rusty, the 
brother is in trouble, you need to help 
him out. 


And both went in their own 
direction: one to the right, the 
other to the left. 


The elder brother walked for a 
day—found nothing. He walked 
for two days—found nothing. But 
on the third day, he sees: there 
stands a castle of logs, with pine 
in front, pine sides, a tower 
reaching to the clouds. Outside, 
there's not a soul, but inside, a 
maiden. 


— Tell me, fair maiden, where 
have all the people gone? — asks 
the elder brother. 


— They went to chase the white 
stag—with its mighty antlers, 
they turned into stones, gray 
boulders. My father is WITH 
them. 


— Don't worry, fair maiden. 
Everyone went without helpers, 
but look, I have plenty. With 
them, I'll catch the stag and 
rescue your father. 


The proverb is short, the tale is 
longer. The elder brother went out 
into the courtyard and saw: a 
white deer running with 

+ magnificent antlers. 
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But it was not to be—the deer vanished as if into the earth, 
only a fleeting mist remained. And at the edge of the forest, 
by the stump and fire, sits an old woman. The elder brother 
approached her and asked: 


— Won't you let me warm myself by your fire, grandma? 


— Why, of course! There's no harm in that. Just let me first 
stroke your animals, perhaps I won't stroke them away. 


— Stroke them as much as you like," replied the elder 
brother. 


As soon as the old woman touched the animals, they turned 
into stones, gray boulders, and the elder brother with them. 


During that time, the younger brother traversed the entire 
forest, from west to east, and ended up tending the sheep for 
a certain king. 


But unexpectedly, a great calamity befell the kingdom — a 
mighty serpent emerged from the boiling sea and demanded 
that all three of the king's daughters be handed over to him 
for devouring. And if they refused, he threatened to stir up 
the sea with his tail, causing a great flood to engulf the royal 
cities. 


In despair, the king promised his youngest daughter to 
whoever could defeat the serpent. He called out throughout 
the land, but there was no brave soul to be found. 


The king mourned, but grief cannot 
be conquered, tears cannot aid 
sorrow. The next day, they prepared 
to take the eldest daughter to be 
devoured by the serpent. The younger 
brother heard of this and found it 
miraculous: to go willingly into the 
serpent's belly for the princess 
seemed absurd. So he spent his days 
tending the sheep and forging a 
sword with the animals by night, 
hammering away until dawn broke. 


As the day dawned, the driver set off 
with the eldest princess to deliver 
her to the serpent, passing by the 
very meadow where the younger 
brother grazed his sheep. 


— Hey, driver, where are you 
headed? — asked the shepherd. 


— To the serpent, where else! And 
what about you, shepherd, do you 
want to count the serpent's teeth? 


— Why not? — the younger brother 
replied and followed the cart. 


The driver halted the horses on the 
sandy shore, near the boiling water. 
The eldest princess stepped onto the 
sand, tears streaming down her face, 
begging for someone to intercede. 
But the driver quickly led the horses 
away from the water, far from 
danger, deeming it unwise for him 
alone to face the serpent without a 
sword. 

Suddenly, the sea began to darken 
and churn, and the serpent with 
three heads emerged from the water. 


The animals attacked it, and the younger brother, without 
hesitation, leaped onto his horse and swung his sword with 
all his might, severing all three heads. 


I cut off the serpent's heads. Then I cut out the tongues from 
all three heads, threw them into my shepherd's pouch, and 
without saying a word, as if it were the natural course of 
events, I went back to my flock. And the driver — what a 
hero he was! — immediately approached the king's daughter: 


— Did you see how we rescued you? Just make sure not to 
mention that the shepherd was there too, if you don't want 
me to kill you. And when the king asks, say: "The driver 
took me there, the driver brought me back, so he deserves 
the reward." 


There was no choice but to promise. After all, nobody wants 
to die. 


But the next day, a serpent with six heads emerged from the 
boiling sea. 


The same driver took the middle princess to be devoured by 
the serpent, again passing by the same meadow where the 
younger brother grazed his sheep. And this time, the 
shepherd saved the king's daughter. He threw all six serpent 
tongues into his shepherd's pouch. 


On the third day, the same driver took the youngest princess 
to be devoured by the serpent, once again passing by the 
same meadow where the younger brother grazed his sheep. 
And for the third time, the shepherd followed the cart. 


And for the third time, the driver halted the horses on the 
sandy shore, near the boiling water. The youngest princess 
stepped onto the sand, tears streaming down her face, 
begging for someone to intercede. But the driver quickly led 
the horses away from the water, far from danger, deeming it 
unwise for him alone to face the serpent without a sword. 
Suddenly, the sea began to darken and churn, and the 
serpent with nine heads emerged from the water. The 
animals attacked it, and the younger brother, without 
hesitation, swung his sword with all his might, severing all 


nine serpent heads. Then the 
youngest princess gave her savior a 
ring (which the driver didn't notice!). 
The younger brother bowed to her, 
and then for the third time, he cut 
out the serpent's tongues and threw 
them into his shepherd's pouch 
without a word, as if it were the 
natural course of events, and went 
back to his flock. 


And the driver — what a hero he 
was! — immediately approached the 
princess: 


— Did you see how we rescued you? 
Just make sure not to mention that 
the shepherd was there too, if you 
don't want me to kill you. And when 
the king asks, say: "The driver took 
me there, the driver brought me 
back, so he deserves the reward." 


There was no choice but to promise 
the youngest princess as well. After 
all, nobody wants to die. 


Meanwhile, in the palace, the king 
was overwhelmed with joy. He 
embraced the driver and said: 


— You saved all my daughters from 
peril. Here's my word: marry the 
youngest one and half of the kingdom 
will be your dowry. 


As promised, three days later, the 
wedding took place. But what about the 
shepherd? He simply slung his 
shepherd's pouch over his shoulder and 
sneaked into the palace. 


The princess noticed him and said to 
her father: 


— I will go to the one who wears my 
ring, the one who saved me from the 
serpent. 


At that moment, the driver offered the 
bride a carved cup of drink. The 
princess took a sip and then allowed 
the shepherd to drink. Quietly, he 
dropped the maiden's ring into the cup 
(which the driver still hadn't noticed!). 


And the princess said to her father: 
— Here is my true savior! 


But the king didn't believe her. 


— Well, if that's not enough, then the 
one worthy of my hand is the one who 
possesses the serpent's tongues. 


— Well, — said the king to the driver, 
— show me the serpent's tongues 
quickly, it's time to sit down for the 
feast 


But where could they be found if they 
didn't exist! That was the entire 
answer. 


Meanwhile, the younger brother stood 
beside the princess and produced all 
eighteen serpent tongues. 


The king then ordered the shepherd to 
be dressed in golden attire and married 
to the youngest daughter. And the 
cunning driver was driven away from 
the palace! Thus, the younger brother 
married the beautiful princess, 
received half the kingdom as dowry, 
and lived happily and prosperously. 


But one day he decided to go and look 
at his brother's knife. He approached 
the oak tree and saw that his brother's 
knife was in terrible condition, rusted 
all the way to the hilt: obviously, his 
brother was not faring well. Although 
he regretted parting with his wife, he 
knew he had to set out on his journey. 
He called his animals — the deer, the 
gray wolf, and the hare, along with the 
dog — and set out to find his brother. 


He walked and walked until he saw it: 
a sturdy castle, pine before it, pine 
sides, a tower soaring into the clouds. 
No one outside, but inside there was a 
maiden. 


— Tell me, fair maiden, where have all 
the people gone? — asked the younger 
brother. 


— They wanted to catch the white deer LAY 
— with its majestic antlers, but they At@jgas, 
were turned into stones, gray boulders}_} ee 
Another hunter passed by here, also Sse 
seeking the deer. 


— That must be my brother! I'll go 4 4 iS / é 
rescue him. wee 


The tale is short, the story longer. The younger brother 
stepped into the courtyard and saw: the white deer running — 
its majestic antlers. The younger brother chased after the deer 
with all his animals. But it wasn't to be — the deer vanished 
as if swallowed by the earth, only a hazy mist lingered. And on 
the edge of the forest, by a stump and a fire, sat an old woman. 
The younger brother approached her and asked: 


— Tell me, grandmother, what are these stones, these gray 
boulders that are visible all around? 


— Let me first stroke your animals, maybe I won't smooth 
them out. Then I'll tell you. 


— No, you're cunning, but I'm cunning too. See, my sword is 
sharp. 


The witch had to confess: — These boulders were once people, 
and those — animals. Your brother is among them. 


— Tell me how to revive them, but remember: my sword is 
sharp. 


— See the bonfire? Take ashes from it and sprinkle them on 
the boulders. 


The younger brother did so. And indeed, the boulders turned 
into people — a whole kingdom of them, with their own king. 
The older brother was among them with his animals. The 
animals immediately attacked the witch, tearing her apart. 


Everyone was overjoyed. As a reward, the king gave the older 
brother his daughter: she too had been under a spell and 
couldn't leave the castle on her own. 


And the younger brother gt 7 


( jitg his wife and continued 
living in his own country, iv} 
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And what about the deer? Listen, if you're not too tired. At the 
same moment the witch breathed her last, the white deer 
stumbled upon a stump and slept upon it like a light mist, the 
evil magic leaving it, and it began to roam the forests freely, 
causing no harm to anyone. 
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